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‘Nothing seemed really real. Sleeping, waking, it all collided into one gray, monotonous plane ride through the clouds. | 
didn't talk to myself in my head There wasnt much to say." - Ottessa Moshfegh, My Year of Rest and 


Relaxation 


Lars finds Kirk on the bus ride to school one morning - stoned, alone, Spanish Castle Magic bleeding through his 
shitty headphores. It's a grey day in February. The snow can't seem to make up its mind whether it wants to 
stay or go. 


Kirk's sitting in his usual seat on the bus ride to school, slouching down with his knees pulled up. The sky looms 


bright and empty outside, and he tucks his chin a little further into his puffy coat, letting himself float in the 


music as the trees roll by. 

A few minutes away from the school, a hand snakes over the back seat and taps him on the shoulder. Kirk 
rouses himself from his daze and glances up, a little startled to find a chubby-faced kid staring intently down 
at him. He's saying something. Kirk shifts one headphone off of his ear, and the guy repeats himself - "I said, 
what's your name?" 

"Oh," Kirk blinks back at him for a second. "Uh, Kirk Hammett." 


Cool. I'm Lars. What are you listening to?" 


The words sound a little strange in his mouth. They're loud and over-pronounced, almost spat out, like maybe 


he's got some sort of speech impediment. A lisp, or something. 


Kirk glances down at his Walkman. "Uh, Hendrix," he finally manages to reply. His tongue feels dry and clumsy in 
his mouth, and he's sure this kid can tell he's stoned. Can probably smell it, at least. 


"Nice to meet you," Lars says, holding a hand over the seat to shake. 

"Nice to meet you too," Kirk replies robotically. All of a sudden, he's very aware of the way his jacket rubs at 
the underside of his chin He doesn't quite realize he's shaking Lars' hand until Lars lets go, pulling his small 
pale hand back over the seat: 

"Im new here," he says 

"| know! 

"Im from Danmark: 

Kirk blinks slowly back at him. "Where's that?" 

Lars laughs. "Above Germany" 


"Cool," Kirk says, as if it really matters to him. 


"| like Motörhead, too," Lars presses further, pointing to the worn sticker adorning the side of Kirk's Walkman, 
"I saw them in England last year." 


Kirk feels his brow furrow. "Oh, cool. Wow. l- | wish, man. That's awesome." 
Lars shrugs, nonplussed. "My dad travels a lot for work, so." 


"Right," Kirk says, thinking of his parents’ defaulting mortgage. "Yeah, cool." 


Thankfully, Lars shuts up for a moment. They're just pulling into the bus lane in front of the school when he 
leans in close, tugging on Kirk's jacket near the shoulder, and quietly says, "So, you sell weed around here, 
right?" 

Kirk busies himself with grabbing his backpack. "Forty bucks an ounce. Find me after school, if you want." 

He squeezes out of the seat and shuffles off the bus with the rest of the kids, sniffling in the cold. With his 
backpack slung over one shoulder, he slouches off toward first-period English. They're reading Hamlet this 
year. Its sad, and boring, and the teacher's voice makes his head hurt. He goes to the bathroom halfway 


through class and doesn't come back. 


When Kirk climbs onto the bus the next Monday, sleepless and hungover, he finds Lars has invaded his usual 


seat. 


Lars' eyes light up a little with recognition when he sees Kirk. "Hey," he says, stepping out into the aisle, 
eagerly motioning for Kirk to take the side by the window. 


Kirk pauses, eyeing Lars warily, and tugs his headphones down around his neck. "Hey." The bus lurches into 
motion again and he stumbles forward a little, grabbing onto the seat back for support. He slides in past Lars 
and shrugs his backpack off, pulling it into his lap. 


"| looked for you last Friday after school," Lars says, sitting back down. "I didn't see you." 


"| got busy," Kirk replies, nonplussed, "Whatever." He feels a little trapped; a little boxed-in. "You still wanna 
buy?" 


Lars' muddy green eyes jump toward the bus driver. He licks his lips - a nervous habit. "How much can | get 
for ten bucks?" 


"Quarter-ounce. l- | can get it to you tomorrow, if you want." 

"Can | get it today?" 

Reluctantly, Kirk shrugs. "Sure, ‘s long as you've got the cash. You can walk home with me after school." 
"Your parents don't care?" 


"My mom's not home" 


"Okay, then. Let's shake on it” 


Kirk rolls his eyes, but takes Lars' hand in his anyways, giving it a single, lackluster pump. They ride the rest 
of the way without speaking. 


They ride home on the bus in silence, too, even though Lars acts like it physically pains him not to talk. He 
gets all fidgety and weird, gaze snapping left and right, head moving back and forth, knee jumping, tongue 


flicking out over his lips every five seconds. It would be funny, if it weren't so fucking annoying. 


The school bus lurches to a halt at Kirk's stop and he starts to stand up, slinging his backpack over one 


shoulder. "C'mon," he says, giving Lars a little nudge when he doesn't move fast enough. 


They make their way down the aisle and hop out onto the dirty sidewalk. Lars says goodbye to the bus driver 


and wishes her a good afternoon. Kirk's scowl deepens. 


"Wow," Lars says as the bus drives off, coughing grey fumes as it goes. He's got his nose up in the air, gazing 
around at the houses as if they're something to marvel at. As if he's never seen a ramshackle, two-storey 


shitbox built in nineteen-forty six. 


"C'mon," Kirk says again, starting off down the street toward his house. By the time they hit the corner, he's 
already reaching for the quarter-gram joint and lighter in the inside pocket of his jacket. 


‘Ive never been to this side of town," Lars says, trotting obediently after him. 


Kirk ducks his head to light up. "Not much to see," he mumbles. He has to flick the wheel a few times before 


it catches. 

"Have you always lived here? Like, your whole life?" 
Kirk inhales, exhales. "Nah." 

"So you moved here?" 

"Yeah." 

"From where?" 


"Somewhere else." 


"How long ago?" 

"A while. | was- | was pretty little." 

"Do you like it better here?" 

"No." 

"Why not?" 

“Cause it's a shithole, man. Can you just- Can you shut up for a while? Please?" 

Lars falters, slows. Falls in step behind him, not beside. "Sorry." 

"Whatever" 

"I was just trying to-" 

"Whatever" 

"Sorry! 

Kirk's house is second-last on the block - a greyish bungalow with peeling siding and a mossy, balding roof 
where the tiles have started to peel off and leak rainwater into the attic. He stops in front of the short 
wooden fence and stubs his joint out against the peeling paint, letting the filter fall to the ground. The hinges 
on the gate shriek when he hip-checks it open, the bottom of it scraping against pavement where the front 


walk has started to crack and lift out of the ground. 


He's a few steps inside the front yard when he realizes Lars has stopped trailing along behind him. He turns to 


see Lars standing there, staring, eyes big. "You wanna just wait there, or..?" 
Oh, I'll come in," Lars says. "If that's okay." 


Kirk shrugs and climbs the porch steps, skipping the middle stair like he always does. "Whatever, man." He 
yanks the flimsy screen door open and sticks out a knee to hold it, digging around in the opposite pocket for his 
house key. Lars waits behind him at the bottom step, clinging onto the shoulder straps of his backpack. 


Kirk has to jiggle the key in the lock a little, but at least the door opens - last week it got stuck, and he had 
to worm into the house through his bedroom window. He toes his shoes off beside his mom's on the front 


mat. Lars does the same. 


"So, uh. My bedroom's downstairs," Kirk says, motioning to the staircase immediately to their left. He 
can feel Lars looking around, taking in the clutter: the empty mugs on the table, the stack of unopened 
envelopes on the counter, one of his mom's stray socks sitting beside the recliner chair in the corner of the 


living room. It makes him feel small, embarrassed. 
"| like your house," is all Lars says as they traipse down the basement stairs. 


Kirk doesn't respond, just takes a sharp right turn into his bedroom and flicks on the light. He hops over a 
duffel bag and kicks his half-full laundry basket out of the way, making room to pull his closet door open. 


"You brought the cash, right?" he asks Lars, reaching up to the top shelf to drag out his plastic tub of goods. 


"Yeah, man, of course." Lars swings his backpack around his front side and unzips it, rifling around inside. "Got 


it right here, just a second" 


Kirk tosses the bucket down on the bed and cracks the plastic lid, pulling out a few Ziploc baggies and tossing 
them onto the rumpled blue bedspread. Lars passes him the ten-dollar bill and Kirk tucks it into his pocket, 


then waves a hand - "Take your pick. | weighed them all out myself last week, but you can choose." 
Lars just grabs the closest one, no qualms about it. "Thanks, man" 


“Sure.” Kirk gathers up the rest and puts it all back, sliding the tub back into its rightful place. He knows his 
mom knows its there, ‘cause she's not, like, stupid, but she's never bothered to go looking for it before, so it's 


cool. 


They go back upstairs. Lars starts putting his shoes back on "Do you wanna hang out sometime?" he says, 
standing there with one hand resting on the screen door. 


Oh," Kirk says. He looks down at his feet, nudging his mom's shoe with one toe. "Well, | guess, maybe." 


"Okay," Lars says, "Cool" He smiles. His hand tightens on the latch and he pushes the screen door open, 

stepping out onto the front stoop. Kirk watches him bound down the front steps, shiny brown hair flouncing as 
he goes. He trips hard on the uneven concrete and nearly eats shit, and then Kirk's laughing at him in kind of a 
mean way, except Lars just turns around and waves and says "Seeyal", and he's still smiling, and Kirk can't help 


but to wave back anyways. 


Whatever. 


Lars is a good customer, for a while. He's reliable. Kirk starts to count on him for ten bucks every Friday. 


Sometimes fifteen or twenty, if there's a party going on somewhere. 

Its kind of Kirk's fault when their arrangement finally gets fucked up. He stops showing up to school for a few 
days, and then shows back up on Tuesday stoned out of his mind on a Quaalude and gets a lecture from his 
History teacher about what a good kid he is, and how terrible his grades are, and how he needs to smarten up 
if he wants to try to graduate, and then he walks himself all the way back home and doesn't leave his room 
until the weekend. 

By the time he finally musters the will to walk to the bodega for a slurpee at four PM on Friday, he's bleary- 
eyed and walking at a slow shuffle. He hasn't eaten in two days. Hasn't felt like it. Hasn't felt like doing much of 
anything, really, other than watching movies and burning through his entire stash of Valiums. 


Its a bit of a surprise when he runs into Lars at the slurpee dispenser machine, but he can't really bring 
himself to try to make a sale out of it, even though he could use the cash. He just says, "Hey." 


Lars gives a little nod. "Hey," he says back. "Haven't seen you in a few days." 


"Yeah, I've been." Kirk jerks a thumb over his shoulder in a vague gesture. "Just- Just taking care of some 


stuff, y'know." 
"Yeah," Lars says. "You kinda look like shit, man" 


Kirk glances down at himself - hand-me-down flannel, the same Samhain shirt he's been wearing for four 


days, grey sweatpants, Converse barely held together with duct tape. "Yeah," he echoes. "Guess so." 

"Come find me outside?" 

"Yeah, sure." 

Kirk makes a move for the stack of cups sitting beside the dispenser, and Lars walks away to go pay. It takes 
him about five fucking minutes to figure out how to work the damn thing, mixing red and blue and brown 
together into an ugly mess and getting his fingers hopelessly sticky in the process. The clerk gives him a bland, 
disapproving look, but says nothing as she accepts his money. 

Lars is waiting for him outside when he exits, sitting on the curb in front of the door. 

"Hey," he says again 


Kirk nods. "Hey." 


"Wama go do something?" 


"Like what?" 
| dunno. Something." 
"Okay." 


They walk back to Kirk's house, down to Kirk's bedroom. His mom just left for work a half-hour ago, which 
means she probably won't be back until one or two in the morning, maybe later. His room is kind of a mess, so 
Kirk settles on shoving all his clothes and books into a pile in one corner. It kinda fucking stinks-like BO. and 
stale smoke and something worse-but Lars doesn't say anything, just makes himself comfortable on the bed 
and watches Kirk struggle to unlatch the rickety bedroom window. 


He lets Lars browse through his stacks of tapes and choose one - The Invisible Man - and doesn't complain 
even though he just watched it twice yesterday. The two of them settle in on the narrow bed, shoulders 
brushing, backs up against the headboard. Kirk makes it about ten minutes in before reaching for his bedside 
table drawer and digging out what's left of his baggie of Librium, twisting open a capsule, and snorting it off of 
his hand. The discarded shell falls onto the carpet. He coughs once and wipes his nose on his sleeve, then turns 


back to the movie. 

"What's that?" Lars asks quietly. 

Kirk shrugs, holds up the baggie. "Downers. Wanna try?" 

"What does it do?" 

"It feels kinda like booze, | guess." 

Kirk fishes another one out and scooches closer on the bed. He motions for Lars to raise his hand, but Lars 
just lifts it palm up, like he's Oliver Twist asking for a smidge of porridge or some shit. Kirk rolls his eyes and 
pushes Lars' arm back down. He has to fiddle with the capsule for a second before it cracks, dusting his hoodie 


with a small shower of powder, then spills it out into the crook of his own thumb instead. He holds it out to 


Lars. 

"Just... Sniff it?" Lars asks. 

"Yeah, man. Go for it" 

Lars hesitates, then leans forward. His fingers curl around Kirk's own. Lars‘ hair is loose around his face, 
tucked haphazardly behind small ears, brushing softly against Kirk's wrist. It takes him a couple tries to really 


get a good sniff in, but he manages eventually. 


"Ah, fuck" He pinches his nose, throwing his head back with his eyes scrunched tight: Kirk laughs. There's a 


bicycle driving itself on screen, and people screaming, and it doesn't make sense. None of it makes sense. It 


doesn't have to. 


Kirk blinks, and its Tuesday. He's lost time again. 


Its ten in the morning and he's missed the bus, so he shrugs on his puffy blue coat and walks to school. His 
English teacher barely looks up when he walks in halfway through class and takes a seat in the back row. 


Hamlet again. What is he whose grief bears such an emphasis, whose phrase of sorrow conjures the wandering 
stars, and makes them stand like wonder-wounded hearers? 


Kirk sets his elbows on the desk, propping his chin up against one hand. He watches with glazed eyes as the 
minutes tick by. 


He hangs out with Lars more often; or, more accurately, Lars hangs out with him. They never do much, but 


Lars doesn't seem to care. He can spend hours sitting around doing nothing, as long as he can run his mouth. 


Kirk likes it that way. Lars' voice becomes white noise after a while. Something to nod off to. He listens until 
the words stop making sense, then lets go - it washes over him, drags him under, sucking him into the 


current until he's floating off into dizzying space. 


Sometimes Lars is there when he comes back. Sometimes he isn't. 


By the time May rolls around, Kirk has stopped pretending to go to school. There's no point to it anymore. He's 
not going to graduate. 


Lars still comes by on Fridays, anyways. Sometimes more often. 


It doesn't really get sexual between them, but Kirk gets the feeling Lars wouldn't really mind if it did. Maybe 
he wouldn't, either. Half the time, he's too fucked up to really care what Lars does, let alone remember. There 
are a few times Kirk wakes up to the sound of mom walking in the front door at five in the morning, the two 


of them under the covers together, shirts off. 


He could ask Lars about it 
(if anything happened) 


but he doesn't. 


"Are you okay?" Lars asks him, three weeks before graduation. The two of them are sitting on the swings at 
the playground, drifting aimlessly. The sky is broad and white overhead. 


"What d'you mean?" Kirk asks, lifting his head and brushing the hair out of his face. 
"| mean, like. ls something really wrong?" 

Kirk makes a face. "What?" 

"Just thought I'd ask," Lars shrugs. "Because, you know. You just seem a little..." 

"A little what?" 


"Well," Lars shrugs again, uncharacteristically uncomfortable, "I don't think I've ever seen you fully sober 


before. And | just wondered if .. If there was something you needed help with." 

"Oh." 

"Yeah." 

There's a long silence, and then Kirk giggles. Lars doesn't: 

‘lm fucking serious, dude," he says, not meeting Kirk's eyes. "I feel like I'm getting to know you, but l'm not 
even sure if | am. | don't know who you are, when you're not all.." he waves a hand, "Fucked up, or whatever. | 
mean, what do you even do all day? Watch horror movies and hibernate?" 


Kirk lifts one shoulder in an uncomfortable half-shrug. "Pretty much, yeah. But there's nothing-" 


"Yesterday | asked you what your mom does for work, and you took, like, five minutes to form a sentence. Do 


you even remember that?" 


Kirk tightens his fists around the steel chains of the swing. He shrugs again, sullen. "Nobody asked you to hang 
out with me," he says. He pretends he doesn't see the hurt flicker across Lars’ face. 


"You dont even come to school anymore," Lars says quietly. 
"Not like they care. 

Another silence. 

"| do, though," Lars says. "I care" 

"Well, fuck you," Kirk mumbles. 

He watches the way Lars’ feet dig into the sand, dirtying the bright white toes of his shoes. He watches Lars 
get off the swing and walk away. He waits another five minutes, then gets up and walks in the opposite 


direction. 


He goes home, smokes a joint. Forgets about it. Takes a pill, two, maybe three. Forgets about it. He drifts off to 
sleep. Forgets about it. 


He doesn't graduate that year. 


He doesn't graduate the next year, either. 


In his dreams, he's choking on earth. On dirt. On soil. 


The rest is silence. 


Are you there? 


Are you listening? 


